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The Chronicle Hillorh 

The day be ours or no: 

For yet a many of your French do keep the fields 
Hera, The day is yours. 

Kin, Praifcd be God therefore. 

What Caftle call you that J 
Hera, We call i tiHginconrt. 

Kin. Then call we this the field of AgtncoUrt. 

Fought on the day of CrjJpin.Cryfpin. 

' Flew. Your grandfather of famous memorie,. 

If your grace be remembred. 

Is do good feruice in France, 

Kin, Tis true F lovelier, \ 

Flew. Your Maieftie fayes verie true; 

And it pleafe your Maieftie, 

The Wealchmen there was do good feruice. 

In a garden where Leekes did grow. 

And I thinke your Maieftie wil take no fcorne. 

To weare a Leake in your cap vpon S. Dames day. 

Kin, No Flewellen fox I am wealch as well as you. 

Fiew, All the water in Wye wil not wafh your wealch 
Blood out of you, God keep it, and preferuc it. 

To his graces will and plcafurc,. 

Kin. Thankes good countryman. 

Flew, By lefus I am your Maicfties countryman : 

I care not who know it.fo long as your maiefty is an honelt 
K. Godkcep me fo.Our Herald go with him, (man. 

And bring vs the number of the featured French. 

Exit Heralds, 

Callyondcr fouldier hither. 

Flew, You fellow come to the king. 

Kin, Fellow why dooft thou weare that gloue in thy hat* 
s out. And pleafe your maieftie, tis a rafeals that Iwagard 
With me the other day : and he hath one of mine, 

Which if euer I fee, I haue fworne to ft tike him. 
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of Henry thefft. 

So hath he fworne the like to me, 

K. How think you Flewellen, is it lawfull he keep his oathf 
FI. And it pleafe your maiefty, tis lawful he keep his vow* 
If he be periur’d once, he is as arrant a beggerly knauc, 

As treads vpon too blacke Ihues. 

Kin. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer 
And Bclzcbub,and the diucl himfelfe, 

Tis meete he keepc his vowe. 

Kin, Wcllfirrha keep your word. 

Vnder what Captain fetueft thou ? 

Soul. Vnder Captaine Cjower. 

Flew. Captaine Roarer is a good Captaine* 

And hath good littrature in the wanes. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Soul, I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captain Flewellen, when Alottfon and I was 
Downe together, /tooke this gloue off from his helmet. 
Here Flewellen , weare it. /f any do challenge it, 

He is a friend of Alonfons % 

And an enemy to mee. 

Fie, Yourmaiefliedoth me asgreat afauour 
As can be defired in the harts of his fubiefts. t 
/would fee that man now that fhould chalenge this gtoue: 
And it pleafe God of his grace,/ would but fee him, 

That is all. 

Kin. Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Cjower ! 

Fie. Captaine Cower is my friend. 

And ifit like your maieftie, /know him very well. 

Kin, Go call him hither. # . 

Flew, /will and it ftiall pleafe your maieftie. 

Kin. Follow Flewellen clofely at the hecks, 

T he gloue he weares, it was the fouldicrs: 
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